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A  few  more  friendly  suns  will  call 
The  bluets  through  the  loam, 

And  star  the  lanes  with  buttercups 
Away  down  home. 

—John  Charles  McNeill. 


Lovingly  Dedicated  to 
ALL  MY  FRIENDS 

With  the  Understanding  Mind 
and  Heart 
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CORA  WALLACE  PEARSON 


,  APOLOGY 

The  bluet  no  apology 

Need  make  unto  the  rose, 
Nor  need  the  modest  buttercuiJ 

Feel  shame  because  it  grows; 
So  I  make  no  apology 

To  poets  higher  up — 
I  only  offer  that  which  fills 

My  very  own  small  cup. 


LOOKING  INTO  THE  FUTURE, 

I  would  I  were  a  poet 

To  thrill  the  world  with  song ; 
But  this  is  not  my  talent, 

As  you  will  know  ere  long. 

I  would  I  were  a  painter, 

On  canvas  then  you'd  see 

M}^  artist-souFs  impressions, 
But  this  is  not  for  me. 

Musician's  skill  I  covet, 

For  no  soul  doth  respond 

More  to  its  touch  than  mine — but 
My  powers  'tis  far  beyond. 


Fve  pondered  long-  and  often 
God's  plan  of  life  for  me. 

And  still  I  see  not  clearly 

Just  what  He'd  have  me  be. 

One  thing-  I  am  assured  of, 

That  I  shall  not  have  fame; 

But  I  can  earn  what's  better — 
A  good  and  honored  name. 

So  may  I  be  contented 

To  live  God's  will  to  do, 

And  be  what  He'd  first  have  me, 
A  woman,  g-ood  and  true. 


IN  FLORIDA. 

My  pine  fire  is  lighted,  and  in  its  bright  glow 
I  seem  to  see  something  that  makes  me  yearn  so 
For  companionship  dearer  than  sister  or  friend-  - 
That  which  no  other  than  you,  dear,  can  lend. 

I'm  comfy  and  happy  as  I  could  well  be. 

With  you,  my  dear  sweetheart,  so  far  off  from  mu. 

And  though  there  are  yearnings  and  heartaches 

galore. 
We  each  may  be  thinking  of  blessings  in  store. 


OUR  LITTLE  WHITE  ROSE 

Never  can  I,  love,  forget  that  morning  just  one 

week  ago, 
When  the  tears  of    sad    bereavement    down    my 

cheeks  did  gently  flow, 
For  a  casket  small  was  setting  near  in  which  so 

still  and  cold. 
Lay  our  first-born  baby,  Blanche  Rose — dead  when 

but  a  moment  old. 

All  by  chance  alone  they  left  us  for  a  moment  v/ith 

our  dead, 
And  you  laid  the  tiny  darling  close  up  to  my  aching 

head; 
When  I  felt  the  thrill  of  rapture  of  that  first  fond 

mother's  kiss, 
Breaking   seemed  my   heart   with   soirow,   e'en 

though  filled  with  such  sweet  bliss. 

For  I  knew  that  ere  the  sunset  from  our  darling 

we  must  part. 
And  not  even  would  be  left  us  the  cold  clay  against 

my  heart; 
But  that  scene  will  e'er  go  with  me  through  the 

changing  future  years. 
Giving  strength  and  inspiration,  both  in  sunshine 

and  in  tears. 


Darling  White  Rose,  yours  and  mine,  love,   (for 

such  meaning  hath  the  name) 
On  the  earth  the    flower  was  budded,   and   'twill 

bloom  again  the  same; 
Though  our  hearts  cry  out  in  longing  for  our 

treasure  pure  and  white. 
We  may  know  'tis  ours  forever,  e'en  though  taken 

from  our  sight. 

And  that  God  Who  was  its  Giver  knew  'twould 

bloom  in  richer  grace 
If  transplanted  in  His  gardens  where  no  sin  could 

e'er  deface; 
When  we  go  to  be  with  Jesus,  love,  our  own  White 

Rose  we'll  see, 
And  we'll  share  with  Him  its  fragrance — to  Hi> 

name  may  glory  be. 

January,  29,  1908. 
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TO  BLANCHE  ROSE. 

Nine  years  ago  today,  my  sweet, 

You  came  to  me,  my  babe,  my  own;  ' 

Since  then  Tve  led  your  little  feet 
Along  a  path  all  rosy-strewn. 

You  were  not  like  the  child  of  chance, 
Endowed  with  meagre  gifts  of  mind; 

Your  coming  was  a  circumstance 

Which  long  with  love  had  been  enshrined. 

Your  first  wee  smile  beamed  a  caress, 
My  mother-heart  with  joy  to  fill; 

Your  baby  voice  could  do  no  less 
Than  set  a  poet's  lyre  a-thrill. 

Your  baby  steps  could  only  lead 

Mine  own  toward  God  with  firmer  tread ; 
In  your  dear  eyes  I  read  a  creed 

From  which  my  spirit  daily  fed. 

Unworthy  though  I  felt  my  powers, 
Your  baby  mind  I  sought  to  teach 

To  gather  flowers  from  Wisdom's  bowers- 
All  that  were  found  within  your  reach. 


Ere  you  had  reached  the  common  age 
When  other  children  enter  school, 

You  revelled  in  the  printed  pag-e, 

And  knew  your  text-books  rule  by  rule, 

A  poet's  soul,  an  artist's  touch, 

Were  yours  by  nature's  gift,  my  lass ; 

In  music's  realm  your  skill  v/as  such 
As  none  at  your  age  could  surpass. 

To-day  you  are  a  wonder-child. 

Your  father's  pride,  your  mother's  stay ; 
We  never  could  be  reconciled 

If  any  fate  took  you  away. 


Nine  years  ago  to-day,  my  sweet, 
This  mother's  dream  began  in  part. 

For  you  lay  still  and  cold,  my  sweet. 
And  oh,  my  heart,  my  broken  heart ! 

Jan.  22,  1917. 
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THE  WORLD'S  NEED. 

Oh,  the  weeping  and  the  wailing  and  the  woe! 
Oh,  the  groping  in  the  darkness  here  below ! 

Hearts  in  anguish 

Pine  and  languish 
For  the  blessings  we  as  Christians  should  bestow. 

Oh,  the  poor  and  needy  children  of  the  slums ! 
In  their  hunger,   they   would  bless   us   for   our 
crumbs ; 

But  they  perish, 
While  we  cherish 
Hoarded  wealth  that  all  our  better  nature  numbs. 

Oh,  the  men  that  are  discouraged  and  undone, 
From  the  battles  they  have  fought  and  have  not 
won. 

For  the  reason 
That  in  season 
We  have  seen  their  need,  but  help  we  gave  them 
none. 

Oh,  the  poor  and  erring  girls  cast  out  in  shame, 
Not  a  friend  on  earth  to  own  and  bless  their  name ; 

They  are  weeping. 

While  we're  sleeping — 
Oh,  let's  rescue  them,  for  Jesus  did  the  same. 


Oh,  the  hungry  souls  that  grope  in  vain  for  light, 
Midst  the  sin  and  dire  delusions,  black  as  night. 

While  we  wrangle 

And  entangle 
With  the  world  o'er  creeds  and  dogmas — sorry 
plight ! 

Let  us  then  be  up  and  doing,  for  the  field 
Bounteous   harvest  for  the   Master's   cause  will 
yield. 

Hearts  are  crying! 

Souls  are  dying! 
Let  us  hasten  to  the  work,  with  Christ  our  shield. 

•     TO  LONELY  HEARTS. 

Oh,  walk  not  lonely  on  the  way  of  life. 

For  there  are  other  lonely  hearts  to  cheer  ; 

Go  seek  some  soul  from  out  the  way  of  strife, 
And  help  to  ease  their  load  of  doubt  and  fear. 

If  joys  of  parenthood  have  been  denied. 

And  home  is  void  of  childhood's  soft'ning  touch, 

Perhaps  God  wills  thy  yearnings  satisfied, 

And  waits  to  show  thee  what  would  please  Him 
much. 

For  many  thousand  homeless  children  cry 
For  mother-love  and  fatherly  defense; 

No  longer  need  thou  vainly  yearn  and  sigh — 
Go  bring  them  in,  and  God  will  recompense. 
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JUDGE  NOT. 

If  we  were  to  stand  in  our  weak  brother's  place 
And  meet  the  same  battles  that  he  has  to  face, 
Oh,  I  wonder  if  we 
Would  be  stronger  than  he  ? 
'Tis  a  question  momentous  for  you  and  for  me. 

Too  prone  to  judge  others,  we  sometimes  forget 
Our  own  imperfections  that  others  regret; 
Thus  we  find  it  too  true 
That  ''  'Tis  measured  to  you 
As  ye  measure  to  others  and  unto  them  do." 

Oh,  let  us  not  boast  as  the  vain  Pharisee, 
Of  goodness,  for  nothing  by  merit  have  we. 
We  may  glory  in  naught 
Save  redemption  blood-bought; 
All  our  righteousness  Christ  in  His  mercy  hath 
wrought. 


THE  WAY,  THE  TRUTH,  THE  LIFE. 

The  Master  saith,  ''I  am  the  WAY." 
It  is  the  way  the  saints  have  trod; 

'Tis  heaven-illumined  day  by  day; 

Who  walks  therein  shall  never  stray. 
Oh,  blessed  WAY  that  leads  to  God! 
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The  Master  saith,  "I  am  the  TRUTH'^— 
Reveakd  from  heaven  for  you  and  me, 
And  if  we  seek  it  from  our  youth 
We'll  find  rich  treasure-store,  forsooth. 
Oh,  precious  TRUTH  that  maketh  free  I 

The  Master  saith,  "I  am  the  LIFE"— 

The  life  that  is  the  light  of  men ; 
The  light  that  'lumines  mid  the  strife. 
And  makes  the  night  with  glory  rife. 
Oh,  glorious  LIFE — to  live  again! 

Oh,  blessed  TRUTH  and  LIFE  and  LIGHT, 
To  lead  us  in  the  God-given  WAY, 

Around  us  shed  Thy  glory  bright. 

And  keep  us  holy  in  Thy  sight — 

Oh,  Christ,  for  this  we  humbly  pray. 


THE  FIRST  WHIP-POOR-WILL. 

Silently  I  sat,  and  dreamy, 
By  the  fire  this  April  eve. 

Wondering  if  old  chilly  Winter 

Ever  meant  to  quit  and  leave. 

Thus  a  perky  woodland  songster 

Must  have  spied  me  sitting  there, 

(From  a  tree  right  near  the  window). 
And  divined  my  gloomy  stare. 
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For  my  ears  pricked  up  in  wonder 
As  he  trilled  a  ^Whip-poor- Will!" 

' 'Whip-poor- Will !"  again  he  shouted, 
And  I  plumb  forgot  the  chill. 

Eagerly  I  waited,  hoping 

One  more  call,  at  least,  to  hear. 
(Though  I  hear  him  oft  in  summer, 

Rarely  does  he  come  so  near.) 

Maybe  he  was  in  a  hurry, 

And  just  stopped  to  say  'Tm  here!" 
For  I  heard  no  more— but,  honey, 

I'm  chock-full  of  Spring-time  cheer. 


MR.  MOCKING-BIRD. 

Oho !    Mr.  Mocker,  you  do  make  m.e  laugh ! 
How  funny  you  chuckle  and  chortle  and  chaff! 
How  can  you  so  manage  such  wonderful  sounds  ? 
Your  mimicry  rollicks  in  unceasing  rounds 
From  daylight  till  dark,  and  I  wish  you  would  tell 
Who  catches  the  woitqs  for  your  family — well! 
I  guessed  you  belong  to  that  indolent  tribe 
Who  let  wifey  Vv^ork  while  they  jabber  and  jibe! 

But  were  I  the  wife  of  a  wonder  like  you, 
I  think  I  would  cheerfully  do  the  work  too, 
So  proud  would  I  feel  to  belong  to  a  man 
Who  does  wondrous  things  that  no  other  men  can. 
So  Fm  very  glad  that  youVe  moved  in  my  yard, 
And  just  sit  and  sing  while  your  wifey  works  hard ; 
For  when  we  can  do  something  others  cannot. 
It  must  be  that  thing  is  our  God-given  lot. 
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"BE  YE  READY.'^ 

Matt.  24:42-44. 

Good  News  I  bring  to  one  and  all, 
In  this  the  days  of  God's  last  call; 
Tis  true  that  Christ  will  surely  come 
To  earth  again,  unknown  to  some. 

To  some  He'll  come  as  does  a  thief 
By  night — they  sleep  in  unbelief ; 
To  others  as  a  looked-for  friend — 
They've  waited  steadfast  to  the  end. 

And  these  "wise  virgins"  He'll  adorn 
With  wedding  garments  fair  as  morn; 
Woe  be  to  those  He  leaves  behind, 
To  share  the  judgments  on  mankind. 

Then  let  us  watch  by  day,  by  night, 
Well-pleasing  in  our  Bridegroom's  sight ; 
What  gain  can  earthly  joys  afford 
When  weighed  with  those  given  by  our 
Lord? 
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"BE  OF  GOOD  CHEER/' 

If  for  heaven  your  soul  is  sighing, 
And  your  heart  with  bitter  crying 

Longs  for  rest  and  peace ; 
If  'mid  bitter  strife  and  sorrow 
You  await  with  dread  the  morrow, 

Seeing  no  release ; 
Listen,  dear  one,  to  my  story. 
How  to  find  a  ray  of  glory. 

Though  the  strife  increase. 

'*Every  cloud  has  a  silver  lining,'' 
''Always   somewhere   the   sun  is   shin- 
ing"— 

Thus  the  poets  sing. 
But  the  God  of  earth  and  heaven 
Greater  words  than  these  hath  given; 

Harken  to  their  ring. 
''Be  of  good  cheer,  in  tribulation" — 
We  will  find  it  in  every  station 

That  our  lot  may  bring. 

Every  back  has  its  burden  suited — 
"Blessed  are  ye  when  persecuted 
For  my  own  name's  sake." 
"Come  unto  Me  all  ye  that  labor, 
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(This  means  you,  also  your  neighbor; 

My  yoke  upon  you  take/' 
It  is  easy  and  you  can  bear  it, 
For  the  Lord  your  God  will  share  it, 

And  light  the  burden  make. 

Many  more  sweet  words  He's  spoken 
To  His  children  whose  hearts  are  broken. 

In  His  written  Word. 
Let  us  bear  the  yoke  v/ith  patience, 
As  did  all  the  holy  ancients. 

And  our  blessed  Lord 
Will  for  every  cross  and  trial 
We  have  borne  without  denial 

Bring  a  rich  reward. 


A  MIDNIGHT  PRAYER, 

Father,  keep  me  near  Thee 
Every  day  and  hour; 

Shield  me  from  the  tempter 
By  Thy   gi^acious   power. 

Let  me  feel  Thy  presence 

Always  very  near; 
Let  me  hear  Thee  whisper 

Loving  words  of  cheer. 
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In  the  darkest  moments, 
When  I  cannot  see, 

Let  me  feel  Thy  hand,  Lord, 
Gently  leading  me. 

Thus  my  heart  shall  never 
Turn  from  Thee  aside ; 

In  Thy  blessed  keeping 
It  shall  e'er  abide. 


JESUS  LOVES  ME. 

''Jesus  loves  me" — what  have  I  to  fear. 
E'en  though  troubles  fill  my  pathway  here? 
He  who  fashioned  worlds  and  rules  them  all, 
Hears  and  answers  when  the  humblest  call. 

Doubts  and  fears  may  constantly  arise. 
Veiling  from  my  sight  the  heavenly  skies — 
If  I  look  to  Him  in  faith  and  say, 
''Jesus  loves  me/'  they  will  flee  away. 

Cherished  friends  may  untrue  prove  to  be, 
Even  loved  ones  cease  to  care  for  me, 
But  His  love  lives  through  eternity — 
What  a  blessed  comfort  this  for  me! 
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BUTTERFLY  DISHES. 

It  seems  to  me 
It's  nice  to  be 

A  butterfly, 
And  flit  around 
And  round  and  round, 

And  flutter  by; 
To  light  and  dip 
And  honey  sip 

From  flower  cup 
More  dainty-fair 
Than  china  rare 

From  which  kings  sup. 

In  velvet  robes, 
Each  dish  he  probes 

For  nectar  sweet. 
Then  sails  away, 
And  does  not  stay 

To  make  them  neat ; 
Perhaps  he's  bade 
Some  fairy  maid 

To  keep  them  nice — 
Her  task  is  small, 
For  they  are  all 

Done  in  a  trice. 
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AFTER  THE  SPANISH-AMERICAN 
WAR. 

Now  the  cloud  of  war  has  passed, 
And  the  blue  sky  of  peace  reigns; 

Let  us  lift  our  thankful  hearts 
To  the  Lord  who  wrought  our  gains. 

Let  us  as  a  noble  Nation, 

Ever  battle  for  the  right. 
Follow  in  the  path  of  Jesus, 

Leading  to  the  God  of  Light. 


ODE  TO  MORAVIAN  FALLS. 

Oh,  thou  rushing,  roving  water, 
Dashing  down  thy  stony  way. 

Let  my  spirit  wander  with  thee, 
Fancy-free  from  mortal  clay. 

Bear  me  on  thy  surging  bosom. 
Fold  me  in  thy  dewy  arms; 

Let  me  feel  thy  restless  heart-throbs. 
Let  me  feast  upon  thy  charms. 

Tell  to  me  sad  tales  and  merry, 
Of  thy  wand'rings  far  and  near, 

Of  the  griefs  thou'st  helped  to  bury. 
And  the  hearts  that  thou  didst  cheer. 
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FOR  JAMES'  BIRTHDAY. 

Sept.  13,  1909. 

Oh,  the  autumn  days  are  here, 

And  I  want  to  tell  you,  dear. 
That  I'll  ever,  ever  true  and  constant  be  ; 

Though  I  sometimes  may  complain 

Of  my  lot  and  cause  you  pain. 
Yet  I  know  that  you  are  all  the  world  to  me. 

Thirty  years  ago  today 

When  to  earth  you  came  to  stay 

For  awhile,  perhaps  my  spirit,  left  behind, 
Restless,  wandered  all  alone. 
Yearning  for  its  soul-mate  flown. 

Then  one  day  to  earth  it  flew,  its  love  to  find. 

Sixteen  years  had  passed  away 

Ere  we  met  one  summ.er  day. 
And  in  me  its  longed-for  mate  your  spirit  knew; 

But  'twas  many  weary  years — 

Filled  with  hopes  and  doubts  and  fears — 
Ere  I  knew  my  dream  of  love  had  all  come  true. 

Darling,  may  we  nevermore 

Part  this  side  the  grave's  dark  door, 

Then  should  death  see  fit  to  part  us  there  awhile, 
Soon  again  life's  door  will  ope. 
Making  glad  our  hearts  with  hope 

Of  our  meeting  in  the  light  of  Heaven's  smile. 
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THE  GRAIN  OF  WHEAT. 

John  12:24. 

Said  the  httle  grain  of  wheats  as  it  fell  into  the 
ground, 
''Oh,  dear,  dearie  me!  What  shall  I  ever  do? 
They  have  buried  me  alive  'neath  this  dirty  little 
mound, 
And  now  I'll  surely  perish  and  suffocate,  tooJ" 

But  it  breathed  in  the  nutritious  compost  and  air 
And  lived  quite  content  in  its  moist  bed  of  earth, 

Till  at  length  the  brown  body,  as  it  lay  sleeping 
there. 
Burst  open  and  writhed  as  in  travail  of  birth. 

Wailed  the  little  grain  of  wheat,  ''Oh,  now  I  shall 
die! 
This  terrible  shock  will  of  course  take  my  life.'' 
But  it  still  lay  breathing  on,  and  withal  felt  very 
spry 
For  then  desire  to  climb  was  at  once  with  power 
rife. 

As  the  little  grain  of  wheat  with  wonderment 
looked  'round, 
It  sav/  itself  transformed,  now  a  tiny  V\^hitish 
sprout ; 
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And  with  joy  it  climbed  and  climbed,  through  the 
dark  and  dirty  mound 
Until  then  into  the  light  its  small  head  came 
peeping  out. 

Once  again  it  looked  amazed  at  its  tall  and  slender 
form, 
And  joyously  beheld  its  lovely  robes  of  glorious 
green ; 
And  it  grew  and  grew  still  higiier  in  the  sunshine 
bright  and  warm. 
With  every  upward  step  it  transfused  a  radiant 
sheen. 

But  the  clouds  grew  thick  o'erhead,  and  the  snov; 
began  to  fall; 
''Oh,  dear,"  sighed  little  wheat,  'Svill  it  never, 
never  cease?" 
And  there  hung  within  her  heart  such  a  black  and 
dreadful  pall — 
She  after  all  must  perish,  and  her  glories  all 
release. 

But  again  the  wonder  grew^  for  the  snow  felt 
v/arm  and  soft 
And  coaxed  her  eyes  to  sleep  underneath  the 
pure  white  spread; 
While  she  slept  her  strength  increased,  and  in 
pleasant  dreams  she  oft 
Would  whisper  sweet  and  softly  from  out  her 
glistening  bed. 
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And  when  at  last  she  woke,  with  the  sun's  warir. 
thrilhng  kiss, 
She  grew  to  nobler  stature,  and  shed  forth  a 
sheen  of  gold; 
Then  one  day  with  joy  beheld,  (and  it  filled  her 
heart  with  bliss) 
Her  head  with  fruitage  crowned — with  wheat 
orrains  manifold. 
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"THE  LORD  IS  GOOD. 

'The  Lord  is  good'' — if  v/e  repeat 
These  cheering  words  to  those  we  meet, 
Into  our  hearts  v^ould  steal  a  joy 
Which  things  of  earth  can  ne'er  destroy. 

'The  Lord  is  good'' -would  I  could  well 
With  mortal  tongue  His  goodness  tell ; 
But  no  man  ever  yet  has  known 
Just  how  good  God  is  to  His  own. 

'The  Lord  is  good" — each  hour  we  live 
Some  blessing  does  the  Father  give; 
Nay,  more — the  very  life  we  love 
Is  giv'n  us  by  our  God  above. 

'The  Lord  is  good" — 0  sons  of  men, 
Who  know  that  ye  may  live  again. 
Oh,  why  resist  the  Saviour's  plea 
And  miss  the  joys  He  offers  thee? 
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THE  SNOW  BIRD. 

The  return  of  the  birds  in  the  grow-time 
Sets  the  poetic  warbler  a-thrill, 

But  the  dear  little  birds  of  the  snow-time 
Call  forth  never  a  welcoming  trill. 

Have  you  seen  them  light  down  by  the  dozens, 
And  bespeckle  the  snow  all  around? — 

Jolly  families,  uncles  and  cousins, 

Swooping  down  with  a  soft  whirring  sound. 

It  is  true  that  their  plumage  is  sombre 
As  compared  with  the  CardinaFs  coat. 

And  their  song  is  not  found  in  the  number 
Carolled  forth  from  the  Mocking-bird's 
throat. 

But  their  coming  doth  make  them  endearing. 
And  their  twitter  is  music  to  me, 

For  they  come  when  my  life  needs  most 
cheering, 
And  I  bless  everyone  that  I  see. 


t^of  la  StatQ  Library^ 

J\  24 


GC      811.52  P3598b 

Pearson,  Cora  Wallace,  1884-1934. 
Bluets  and  buttercups  / 


3  3091  00186  0055 


Date  Diie                          | 

'         ■ 

m 

PRINTED 

iN  U.  i>.  A. 

Ljaxjlovd  zzz: 
PAMPHLET  BINDER 

■■■    Syracuse,  N.   Y. 
ZH::    Stockton,  Calif. 


811 

Pearson 

Bluets  and  bubtercuDs 


^•- 


;% 


